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the exploitation of this stratum of die playgoing world to the
uttermost farthing. Considered in relation to any other purpose.
Green Bushes is foolish and Miami-Celeste impossible. This is
apparent to everybody now that the purpose is no longer fulfilled,
die falling-off in the efficiency of the play being due, not, I regret
to say, to any elevation of the taste ojF its audience, but simply to
a change of fashion in stage folly. Green Bushes now looks
dowdy, and it is accordingly found out and cut by the very
people who would sedulously chatter its praises in order to prove
their culture if it were up to date in externals. This, I apprehend,
is why Mr Hollingshead has not ventured to revive it as it origi-
nally stood. Instead, he has, by a happy thought, changed it into
an opera, thereby securing for its absurdities the benefit of the
unwritten law by which the drama which is sung is allowed to lag
half a century behind that which is spoken.

If the experiment succeeds, we shall perhaps have The Wreck
Ashore set to music by Mr Haydn Parry and revived. I shall not
object, for Miami entertained me more than most comic operas
do, the obvious reason being that Buckstone was a playwright
without genius trying to be popularly sentimental, an attempt in
which a man of ordinary sense and sympathy may attain a toler-
able measure of success, whereas your modern comic-opera
librettist is mostly a man without brains trying to be clever, which
is out of the question. This is the most that can be said for the
Green Bushes basis of Miami; and I think that if Mr Hollingshead
will rub the glamor of old times out of his eyes, and contemplate
that last act gravely from the point of view of the rational
stranger who never heard of Madame Celeste or Paul Bedford, he
will agree with me that its day is happily past.

And before he changes that attitude, he might as well take the
opportunity to forget that Grinnidge is a notoriously funny part,
and Mr George Barrett a notoriously funny actor; so that,
escaping for a moment from the foregone conclusion that Mr
Barrett's Grinnidge is a screamingly funny performance, he may
be able to give him a friendly hint that it is a noisy, slovenly
business, unworthy of a comedian of Mr Barrett's standing. Mr